148                        The Flower Lover
Kiangnan. There lived in the village an old man by the name of
Chiu Hsien, who lived alone on a few ancestral acres, his wife
having died a long time before without leaving him any children.
He had been extremely fond of flowers from his youth and when
he came into his modest inheritance, he gave up farming alto-
gether and devoted his time to the cultivation of his garden. If he
managed to obtain a rare specimen, he was happier than a man
who had picked up a priceless treasure. If on a journey he en-
countered a garden in bloom, he would forget all about what he
had set out to do and beg for permission to view the flowers. If the
garden contained nothing remarkable or only flowers which were
then in bloom in his own garden, he managed to drag himseli
away and return to his business, but should it contain flowers that
he did not have or which had passed their season in his own garden,
he would linger in it the whole day long, neglecting his own
affairs entirely. For this reason people called him the "Flowei
Fool." If he met a flower seller with fine specimens, he always
bought them even if he had no money and had to pawn hi*
clothes in order to pay for them. Sometimes urchins in the region
knowing his weakness, would go out and cut sprigs of rare flowers
stick them in clumps of mud and pass them off as whole plants
The strange thing was that these sprigs never failed to take roo
after Chiu Hsien had planted them.
Thus Chiu Hsien gradually added to his garden until it be
came a very large one. It was surrounded by a wall woven o
bamboos, covered with climbing roses and other flowering vines an<
backed up with hedgerows of all sorts of blossoming shrubs. Nea
the hedge he planted such common flowers as hollyhocks, balsam!
cockscombs, and poppies, while farther away were cultivated rar
specimens too numerous to mention. When the flowers were i
bloom, the garden presented a sight as gorgeous as an embroidera
screen; and he so planned it that there was always something i
bloom whatever the season*
On the south side of the garden there was a gate in the fena
formed by two door leaves of woven faggots. Inside the gate a wal
lined with bamboos led to a screen of cypress. Behind this was